



T© those who 
have entered into the 
real spirit of summer school 
into both studies and activities 
alike, we dedicate this 
Summer Juniatian. 
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FROM FOUNDERS LOFTY TOWLU 



"It isn't customary that buildings should speak is it? We're usually 
thought to be Just the silent observers, sometiling like the old adage ap¬ 
plied to children—"to be seen and not heard". So maybe we're speaking 
out of turn, but did you ever see a child that was quiet? Y/e've been 
watching the antics and activities of Juniatians for a long time and. 
we’ve observed and absorbed a lot, more than you'd be willing to believe, 

Wc felt that in view of our knowledge you might like to know what we know 
about this summer’s activities. Or would you? 

"Anvwav. it did my old heart good when my bell pealed out the morning 
of June I5th, announcing the official opening of the eighteenth annual 
summer school. The day before various people registered, unpacked, and 
became acquainted ’with the new Dean of Women, Jure. Elizabeth Graybill 
Geiser, a former teacher at Juniata, I remember her well. I had trouble 
to keep from confusing her with the students. She was so young and pretty. 

"I noticed a lot of new faces as well as some with which I was well 
acquainted. Together they formed a cosmopolitan group—new frosh, those 
taking accelerated programs, teachers taking extra work, seniors planning 
to graduate at the end of the term. 

"It was wonderful to be a regular (that is, when.Jug, sorry I mean J. 
Eugene performed his duties) part of the J.C. activities once more. .1 
don't like being silent and out of things for long. Uy fellow buildings 
claim that it's just my inability to ke«p my nose out of others' business, 
but I'd call it a friendly interest in seeing the progress of my beloved 
college, And you’d say that was commendable, wouldn't you? 

"But enough. Let the other buildings give you their interpretation 
c*f the summer*s activities," 


it it * K it * it it 
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AS THE GVn SAW 


"I thought everything was goiftg to be quiet 
around the campus foi* awhile and that for once I wad 
going to have a quiet, peaceful summer. However, 
this was just a fancy dream, for no sooner had I be* 
come accustomed to the quietness after the close of 
winter school, than Dan Long and the rest of the 
summer social committee sppeared on the scene the 
evening of June 14. 

"After hooking up a loud speaker, Dan began announcing the first 
social activity, a mixer, to get everyone acquainted. It wasn’t long 
before qui^ a crowd had gathered on the lawn "in front of me. At first 
some of the new girls and even the fellows seemed a bit backward, but 
this didn’t last long, what with "Name Bingo" and certain other "educa¬ 
tional” games such as blowing out candles obliterating any traces of 
bashfulness. These games lasted until refreshments of cookies and 
punch were served, and after wandering around over my floor dropping 
crumbs and paper cups, the group finally broke up. 



"I knew that this was just the beginning of my participation in the 
summer activities and I wasn’t surprised when in the third week of July 
my summer siesta was interrupted once more by the appearance of some 
energetic looking students. Some carried guitars, accordions, and what¬ 
not and began practising musical numbers. Others set up chairs and gen¬ 
erally rearranged my usual appearance, I was really curious until I 
found out they were preparing for a "Stage Door Canteen”. The big party 
came off at 8:15 on July 21, with Fuzz Eisenhart before the microphone 
as the master of ceremonies. He kept the whole program moving with his 
jokes and stories. Even Prof, Yoder thought his jokes were funny. 


’’Music for the show was supplied by a four piece orchestra: Bill 
Maclay and his electric guitar, Luther Zehner with his accordion, Lee 
Cave with his clarinet, and Bob Mattson at the piano. Lee and Bill also 
did individual solo honors. Not to be outdone by the melodious music of 
the fellows, the girls also added their share, with Fat Snyder singing 
’’Summertime” accompanied by Wayne Wolford at the piano and a girls' 
trio ccmposed of Jeanne Hoffman, Barbara Evans, and Sara Jane James 
giving several selections. Jan Dunkle gave her interpretation of "Betty 
at the Baseball Game”, which had the audience shaking with laughter and 
which, I will admit, even tickled my old timbers. Typical canteen refresh¬ 
ments, doughnuts and lemonade, were served. The party finally broke up 
about 9;30, leaving me to collect myself and again settle down to enjoy 
a quiet rest. I think I deserve one after taking care of the "overhead” 
for both parties." 


********** 
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A WORD FROM STUDENTS 



• /7’i ! A i i - ii ™y* 

/v'" - 


*Most people around the col-lege don’t do me jus¬ 
tice, The-;- thjnk X an just an old, be.cl:numbered brick 
lj-i Ldin-g; filled v/ith someth iug that is use¬ 

ful lor lectures an! clas-K..; r.rl the s?. -:e of the book 
s"ore. Those summer ma.-'rr&r v;a~ none ori'3r than Dr. 
las 3 erhous, and the post office nr ere "mailman Peter” 

I do have an eye for fun end frolic, though, 


\ , 

■:>:D 


"I’ll bet there ?jasn’t one person at the square x 
dance held on the lam in front of mo on July 2, that 
was sitting in on their party. The party started at 8*15 and 

Dr. and Mrs. Rockwell 
What with 


realizea X 

I imagine there were about fifty people present, 
were calling and Mr. and Mrs. Prough provided the ’’fiddling”, 
forming circles and going around in then, no one had time to think of me. 
After what seemed an exhaustingly long time to me (but then, I’m old and 
that neuritis in five of my beam supports isn’t much help) orange pop- 
sicles were served and everyone seemed to enjoy their cooling effect 
after so much strenuous activity. As for me, I really would have appreci¬ 
ated something cooling, the way my steam pipes were heated! I hope they 
don’t give me any trouble this winter. 


”I’ve witnessed other events too. That evening of June 23 while 
the Baptist ministers were on campus when games were played on the lawn 
before me was (to coin a phrase) ’’skoodlea of fun”. Such a variety— 
ping pong, croquet, shuffleboard, badminton, and even hopscotch. I 
suppose this shouldn’t be repeated, but I heard the committee in charge 
praying for rain the next day so they wouldn’t have to wash the hop¬ 
scotch off the walks, I couldn’t tell who had the most fun, the preachers 
or students. It seems the preachers were surprised when ice cream was 
served at the close of the evening, and free of charge. 

’’Later in the summer, August 17 to bo exact, another square dance 
was held. The evening was cool and to keep warn one had to dance. The 
lawn was decorated with colored lights and the sane people obliged with 
music and calls. Much in evidence at this last dance was the faculty. 
Er.sign Danny Geiser, just returned for another short furlough, and Dr. 
Calvert Ellis were big assets to their circles, not to mention others. 

Too soon the group broke up. Two soon was I left alone in the 
darkness again. Ti*e wind felt chill after the gay lights and the danc¬ 
ing, But, tush, why should I weep? IT«xt summer is not so far away. 


********** 
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SOCIALLY SPEAKING 


“Some people have their fa^es lifter’, to change r\ 

their appearance, others get peima.-ems; but the / £/j 

quickest way I know is to turn oar. Lu« ki*. and her W k 

crew loose. ln**t is ”Lpt happened to re on June ..9, |, 

YJhy, do you km,. that in about three hours 1 v/*s [\*« l SJvPj 'flVTk 

completely changed from the Social Rooms to Radio M 

Station './.F.lUi.? I was plastered—with “Silence'* A ' 1 

and "On the air- 1 signs, of course, and was supplied _ ' ' U 1 _ 

with a control mom, which 1 really needed, when Bets 

Yeager startea her tap dance. Maybe I had my bald floor polished too 

much, or was she worried how YJayne 'Jolford and "Dinah" would get along? 

I was also given a few microphones scattered here and there, ,/hy, there 
was even a broadcast direct from Cloisters, and one from Oneida. And I 
re all v got the low-down on this thing called dorm-life—thanks to Danny 
Long and Dottie Townsend, ly, my! what I have been missing all these 
years down here by the Dean's Office. 

“How my walls did quake and quiver v/hen the Truth and Consequences 
Program was announced. One can : t be sure of titles these days and if 
that one meant what it said, well...how many sorry peopie. A used-to-be 
Social Rooms ought to know. But, thanks to “emcee" Bob Reiners, Lummy 
Vfereham, and a good dose of Nervine, X survived. Baldy’s impromptu 
sales talk for Lifebuoy Soap was so impressive that the cleaning ladies 
have been using it on my floors ever since. It was amazing how little 
some students Knew about their college environment- mesu amazing of all 
was Vaun Iiewill's inability to describe his friends. Maybe they left 
him speechless. 

“Of course, there was some interference in the broadcasting 
static and the like. Or was that Val Gene’s rendition of “Barrelhouse 
Bessie” again? Anyhow, it got such a hand that it rattled even my 
floorboards. 

"I certainly think S.J.’s name should be J.S.—meaning, of course, 
Just Swell, ’cause her leading of the community singing was just that. 

“If vou weren't tuned in, you rally missed something. I'm glad I 
got the chance to hear it...and I did hear it, too. This ought to prove 
that walls really do have cars’" 


MYSTERY OF THE SUMMER—How can anyone get through Organic lab 
on 2 corks, 1 rubber stopper, and 3 report sheets???? 
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MOUNTAIN DAZE. 

Once upon a time, July 9? to be exact, a Good Fairy was idly driving 
her wind-drawn chariot over the rolling hills of Pennsylvania. Suddenly 
her eyes picked out a spot of land more lush and resplendent than the 
rest. From its midst her ears picked out the sound of laughing voices. 
Puzzled, she commanded the chariot to descend to earth. As it neared the 
ground she noticed many people, both young and old, picnicing and play¬ 
ing games. "My," she exclaimed, "I wonder why they are having such a 
grand time this summer evening? I know what I'll do. I'll ask that stick 
and fireplace what is happening." 

Unobserved by human eyes, she tip-toed across the green lawn and said, 
"Mr. Stick and Mr. Fireplace, can you tell me what is happening here to¬ 
day?" "Oh yes," rumbled Mr. Fireplace, "You're the Good Fairy, aren't you?" 
As she nodded, yes, he continued, "Well my name is Joe and this is Throck¬ 
morton Q. Stick, X believe Throckmorton can best begin our explanation." 

"Good Fairy," said Throckmorton, "this is the college of Juniata, 
and today is Mountain Day. Early this afternoon the students assembled on 
Founders' Porch to begin a hike in the surrounding woodland. You see, I 
know all this because I was the stick that Dr. Rockwell (he was in charge 
of the hike) used. Eagerly we started out in the general direction of 
the cliffs. I remember how. Billy Birchtree gaily waved to us as we 
passed him by. At one time a few of the students caught sight of Mrs. 

Grouse scurrying through the thicket. The thrill of the afternoon came 
when the group happened upon Mr. and Mrs. Copperhead sunning themselves 
on the upper cliffs. I don't know who v/as more frightened, the students 
or the Copperheads. Anyway, they slithered off (the snakes, I mean) under 
the threatening gaze of Dr. Rockwell. Merrily v/e went out way, sampling 
the new fruit of Mr. Huckleberry Bush. Un-m-m-ra that was good! talking 
onward, Ezra Robin and Sammy Jay joined Jenny and Penny Sparrow in ser¬ 
enading us. At last our expedition reached th^ domain of Joe Fireplace, 
he re. Perhaps you would finish telling the Good Fairy about what happ¬ 
ened, Joe?" 

. "Certainly, Throckmorton," said Joe, "I'd be glad to. You see, Good 
Fairy, not everyone went on the hike but everyone, faculty and students 
alike, congregated about me to have a picnic supper and play games. Look 
at thuir shining faces as they eat the food prepared by the dining room, 
low, some of the men are playing softball in that field while in the other 
field there are women playing. I guess that's about all. Good Fairy, ex¬ 
cept th-t it has been a grand day for everyone." 

; "Thank you, Joe, and you too, Throckmorton, for giving me the inside 
dope. How I must leave you but some day I shall regain ret uni to the land 
happy?» ata * then, good-bye, my friends, and may you continue to be 


■Jfr ic -K- -j;* -vc ■}{• 
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"As the youngest building on campus I have to be 
careful of the things I say. My elders are so apt to 
criticize, Nevertheless, I think you can believe me 
when I say that all good things came in threes this 
summer, and all of them have been within my walls. 

"First of all were those three movies shown for 
the students. "The Mighty Treve", the story of a 
shepherd dog, appeared on June 26. On July 24 up popped 
the Aldrich family in "Life with Henry", with Jackie Cocper in the lead¬ 
ing role. You know the Aldrich family, Need I say more? "Last of the 
Mohicans" was shown the wening of August 7. All three movies were under 
the operation of Professor Yoder. 

"Second in the big three was the summer choir concert July 11. How 
could that come in a three? Why three soloists, cf course : 2Iaine Albert, 
soprano; Betty Isenberg, alto; and Glen Sbersole, t-mor. Soloists and 
choir were in fine form that night as they sang ’under the direction of 
William Wagner. The music sung by the choir was taken from the cantata, 

"A Song of Thanksgiving", by J. H, Maunder. 

"The organ prelude preceding the concert and the solemn processional 
established an atmosphere of worship, as did the silent recessional and 
the three-fold amen following the close of a delightful program. 

"The third trick in the trio was a triple-threat, thrice-thrilling 
threesome of folk plays. 

"The audience nearly lost its wits and "Josy" Wolfgang, the draper, 
nearly lost his socks and did lose his sheep and cloth, but Master Pierre 
Patelin, French and farcical and right snack at you from the Middle Ages, 
wasn’t a strictly losing proposition. One person did come out on top. 

Was it that rascal Master Pierre (Baldy) Patelin himself, so demented in 
his abbreviated nightshirt and dangling legs mfl nightcap? Was it Potor 
C., who wished no one had ever decreed, "Tell it to the judge", when 
stories get to be that twisted? No, ’twas 

Davy R., the Shepherd’s Boy, 

Simple, silly, bleating, coy, 

Yes, Davy R., the She"herd’s Boy. 

"The second third of this Friday the 13th's stroke of luck xg a ne¬ 
gro spiritual flay that brought the audience back to modern times and to 
sanity. Right at homo ’mongst his gamboling "lambs ’n sheeps" was little 
Danny—ooos, I mean little David—dat done shot dov/n dat bad ol’ Goliath, 
♦cause he "got de means", meanin’ his slingshot and de ho*? ob de Lo'd. 

It was a mighty peaceful little gem of a play, that Little David , and 
no more people in it than little Danny and Wayne W. (SomuelTT* ’Course 
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sanity. Right at hone -nougat his gamboling "lambs -n sheeps" was little 
Danny oops, I neon little David det done shot down dot bad ol Gol¬ 
iath, ’cause he "got de neons”, neanin* his slingshot and de he’p ob de 
Lo’d. It was a mighty peaceful little gon of a play, that Little Dagid, 
and no more people in it thnn little Danny and Wayne XI. (Samuel). Course 
there were lots of voices round about. The choir cone out beoutifully 
with the ”Little David" theme at the opening and the close of the play, 
rnd Jin F. and Jin H. turned disembodied larynxes for the. evening. 

"It was a good thing that I’d just had ell this peace and quiet, be¬ 
cause I certainly got none when Sunday Cost Five Pesos took ever the 
boards. The first thing the audience did was -o gosp at the burst of 
color that net their eyes when the curtains opened to a Mexican setting. 
And thereafter all they did was gasp. It appeared that the fiory Berta 
(Jeanne Hoffman) was beset by the green-eyed dragon because the not-too- 
brirht Fidx-1 (Jack Liberators) had been "rolling She eye" ot Celestina 

Garcia (Elaine Albert). So Berta. ^ oke to Fidel -"with aU her mouth" 

she said it, and sie did net "keep her mouth closed on the outside of 
her teeth". Salons (Claire Kelly) and Tonin (Laura So.tt) schenec.tr. 
natch up the lovers’ quarrel, but before the final patching ca^x five 
rjesos worth of scrapping,-with Sal >me one Celestina in the ring. Unfor¬ 
tunately, Friday the 13th bore out its threat-the fight was more real¬ 
istic than planned-ino es verdad? Celestina? 


"So it ell ended, except for cleaning me up, which Mrs. Geiser rnd 
her nan Friday (Jean Johnston) and all her loyal crows did with dispatch, 
tte way they had done everything. I hope they all know how much I appre¬ 
ciated the good care they t x-k of re this summer I" 

*********************** 


FLASH!1!J We have just received some very 
nuthenic and startling news from the war front. 
In fact, this news is so amazing that if pre¬ 
sented to the public there is no telling what 
night happen. However, we arc willing to 
risk the consequences and give you the dope. 


It was decided in Berlin today that if 

but, of course Hitler, * 

One never could settle in Sicily 

In the event that should decide 


Mussolini’s the future* 

And from these facts, we conclude that the war 
nay end within the next five years, if call 
indications can be trusted. 


************************* 
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DORMS CVL VICW 


"iflhen I opened my eyes early on the morning of V \ ' r* 

July 27, the back campus, at least that section which (' < 

extends from the gymnasium to the infirmary, wore an vj ~X‘ \_ < r 

air of feverish anticipation. By noon, it had vorked \ , 

itself up into a frenzy in the process of being trans- - / 

formed from a mere "back yard” into a setting for J rfr • 

something "extra special”. As the activity increased, '. ; 

it suddenly dawned upon me that this was the day of .. ■ 

the formal summer school event— -the garden party. 

Laura Scott, who: X understood was chairman, was there telling people 
how to plant flowers and furniture in places where they don’t usually 
grow, and the affect was super-duper. 

"Later more flowers arrived and were carried off to be made into 
corsages under the capable direction of Elaine Albert. Many °* he * 
people were busy getting things in order, and toward tne end o. the 
afternoon a lull came and everyone left, but not for long. 

"At last the great moment arrived. At the garden gate sat Ban 
Long selling meal tickets. It was at that time I began to realize that 
there was food in the offing. Sure enough there was Louise Stayer direct¬ 
ing a bevy of lovely damsels (and Herb Beam) at a buffet supper table. 
Soon the gentlemen (ahem) of the party lined up and served the ladies, 
who sat daintily chatting behind their corsages and trying not to look 
too hungry. Incidentally, it just happened that later in the evening I 
heard several girls wishing Elaine "orchids" for her efforts. 

"While everyone was enjoying the delicious supper, recorded music 
was played by Ann Eraigh and Barbara Evans to suit your listening piea- 
sureand party mood. Lawn games and swings were set up for those who 
wished to let down their hair and do something really 
some of the fellows actually unbent so far es to cone to the party in 
their shirt sleeves. Those rugged individualists! After the p. rtj., 
many of the guests expressed their intentions of attending Bi 1 .agner s 
organ recital in Oiler Hall. From all I’ve heard, the garden party 
certainly afforded pleasure to the faculty and student body, c.nd m.y I 
speak personally by adding that it boosted my morale tremendously by 
shewing me that my back yard was good tor something besides hanging 
wash." 

********** 


Dr. Schlosser here at J. C. 

The students wish it always could be. 

********** 
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TRILL TALK 

"Dearie me, tut I do get so much in a dither when I speak to people. 
After all, a lonely little tree grcwing outside Oiler Hall doesn’t enjoy 
much social life. But I do have one memorable evening—tho night of 
July 27, when Bill, oh bless me, I mean W ILL IAM WAGNER, gave his organ 
recital. Oh, do let me tell you about it! 

"Mr* Wagner began the recital with three Bach compositions. I know 
simply nothing about music, but my, when the "Tocatta and Fugue in D 
Minor blared its thunderous notes from the mi^ity organ my root tips 
quivered and my leafy branches reared and tossed as in a gale. My, I 
guess maybe I’m just a tender hearted little nymph, for as Mr. Wagner 
rendered "Miserere", with such passionate depth of understanding, I 
just couldn’t hold the sap from streaming from my eyes. Oh dear, it 
brought back tender memories of my childhood and that lovely silver maple 
that grew right beside me—-why we used to—-oh mercy, you want to hear 
about Mr. Wagner’s recital and not about my love affairs. My sorrowful 
mood was short lived for then Mr. Wagner broke forth with tte gay "Chorale 
in B Minor" by Franck. Next came a lovely piece that truly carried me 
away. I noticed my friend the big elm tree v7as also listening. He 
nodded and in resonant tones said, "h~m-n-m, elegant chromatic harmony, 
h-m-m-m." 

"Oh, the second section just carried me away. Bells always do. He 
played "Bells of St. Anne do Boaupre", by Russell. Sigh, this made me 
think of churches and weddings. My romantic spell was broken abruptly 
by two pieces in free style, "Lied" and Canzone", by Louis Vierne. Mr. 
Wagner, you played magnificently! Oh, but then came my favorite, "Claire 
de Lune" by Sigfrid Karg-Elert. As the flowing notes struck ne, goose 
bunros came out all over ny bark. Lastly came "Variations du Concert" 
by Joseph Bonnet and, Mr. Wagner, hov? you did vary them, all the way 
from Allegro maestoso to Pedal cadenza. The organ fairly breathed fire 
as the scorching notes pierced the nigit. Yes, Mr. Wagner, you furnished 
me with a memorable ni£it and in years to come I shall tell ny baby oaks 
of that wonderful concert. 


********** 


To Luther Zehnor—-"When one drinks coffee, it speeds 
up their heart, keeps you awake, and makes us nervous." 


********** 
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HOT DOGS -TWO WAVS 

"Tall and white is my body and golden my head. 

I stand stiffly at attention 'with my rope flapping at 
my side, over-looking all of Huntingdon. Yes, I am 
Flag Pole. Standing on a stone base, I like to think 
of myself as Huntingdon's sentry. 

"It was the night of July 17 when I spied a 
group of people slowly winding up the mountain road 
toward me. It was a gay group, I knew, for their 
voices came to me through the sullen night air. They continued until at 
last they reached me and paused as they looked down upon the sleepy city. 
Here they sprawled on the ground, and after some coaxing Charlotte Dun- 
mire led impromptu singing. Stirring again they jauntily proceeded to a 
bonfire right around the corner from me. 

'"With everything nearly ready, thanks to Him Yoder and her "aides- 
de-camp", the group gathered about the bonfire, roasting hot Hogs and 
quenching their thirst iri.th punch. The crisp odors wafted by me. and 1 
almost wished I were human enough to try to eat something. It seems 
that Mr. Moon had been invited to the festivities but was out of town 
that night. This didn't dampen any spirits, though, for I saw the bon¬ 
fire grinning and winking as if to say, "Aren't we having funL" As the 
festivities neared their end, the group put out their fire and made their 
way down hill again. Maybe a sentry should be cola ~nd hard, but I'll 
have to confess that this good fellowship generated a warm glow in my 
splinters." 





THE WEL,5MALL VOICE 

"This summer, here at Juniata, my voice has been a very "still, 
small" one in campus activities. Ho patter of little feet and voices at 
nursery school. Ho clatter of big feet and voices in harmony, dictation, 
and conducting classes. ’Tis true, piano lessons have continued as be¬ 
fore and those silent, diligent workers, the art students, have taken up 
their abode within my walls, but alas, gone are the days of "Ye Olde 
Listening Hour". 

"One Sunday afternoon in July some of my old friends did como in 
and visit for awhile, and I almost thought myself transported back to 
those days of the past when true students of music gathered in the Car¬ 
negie Grant room to worship silently (?) at the shrine of art arid culture. 
But they never came back, although a few times some of my records were 
borrowed for outdoor social activities. However, I have not given up 
hope that soon life shall be resumed ns of old; in fact, at times I al¬ 
most dread it. ’/hether to feel neglected or grateful for a summer of 
rest is a question which, perhaps, you can help me decide." 
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CLOISTER'S CLUCKS 



"Sometimes I like to think of myself as a big 
mother hen, snugly settling down with my brood of 
young chics for the night. But then you don’t want 
to hear me rave on like an anxious parent, you want 
to know what events transpired under the expanse of 
my slate roof this summer* Well, sir, let me tell 
you first that I had a swell bunch of fellows this 
summer, clean-cut and full o’ fire. This full o' 
fire half of them leads me on to my story* 


"My population came and settled down to the routine of the first 
week of college work. X "kinda" thought something would happen, but 
was not sure until one night when, sure enough, my chimney-ears caught 
the faint sounds of the click and snip of busy scissors. The yearly 
custom of upper classmen cutting the froshs* hair was in full progress. 
Bless me, but my old sides heaved with laughter when I noticed the 
grotesque designs cut in their thatches. One "good Samaritan" of the 
upper classmen tried to befriend them and stayed up half the night try¬ 
ing to cut their hair decently. It was to no avail, thougi, for the 
next day the frosh sallied forth showing bumpy heads and newly disclosed 


enormous ears. 


"On June 21 some of ray empty rooms wore opened to the Baptist 
ministers who were here for a three day conference. They may have con¬ 
ferred in the daytime but my initial populace had different ideas for 
the night. The town clock knelled four a.m. as I heard the faint 
twinkle of alarms and the stirring of sleepy lads. I looked sharply 
rnd noted a party of boys armed with ropes stealthily making their 
way through my dimly lit hallways. They came to a halt outside the 
ministers’ doors. Soon the ropes were tied securely around each knob 
and just as the last was being fastened, a light flashed on. The minis¬ 
ters tried the door and to no avail. Oh, but they didn’t give up. Soon 
the silence was sharply cut as a chorus of four pealed forth in bois¬ 
terous song. "It Came upon a Midnight Clear" was their first selection-- 
nnd that was followed by many more. For a full hour my every beam vi- 


********** 


A science course 
In 4 or 8 

The ol’ swimmin’ hole 
Just had to wait. 

(Or did it?) 


********** 
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brated to their robust song. Guess maybe that little adventure back¬ 
fired a bit! I think the preachers enjoyed their little visit. 

"Later on in the summer came my night of nights—the water battle. 

I was drowsily sleeping one Friday evening when I came to with a start. 
Someone had doused my steps vsith a bucket of water! Quite dazed, I 
looked about to discover the culprit. Then my halls began to thud with 
the running of bare feet. Sure enough, there 7/ere fellows scampering 
hither and yon, clad only in shorts, throwing waste baskets full of 
water on each other. This wasn’t enough but that outside on my lawn 
the same thing was taking place as they ran all around mo. I began to 
feel very wet in both my wing and arch, and no wonder! There the fel¬ 
lows were playing hoses on each other. Just then Mac, hearing the thun¬ 
der of the battle, came to my rescue, but, alas, my protector went down 
ka-thud under the onslaught of Hie hose. This must have frightened the 
boys, for hostilities ceased^ Guess I wasn’t damaged much but I was cer 
tainly one wet building! Anyway I \ms cleaner than I had ever been be¬ 
fore. The administration fined the boys five dollars for this demonstra 
tion but through arbitration and the signing of an honor pledge not to 
engage in such activities again the fine was reduced to two dollars. 
Feace(?) reigned once more in my halls. 

"Yep, they’re clean-cut and full of fire and I wouldn’t trade ’em 
for any others in the world. Burn my lights late as you study, fellows. 
Who knows? Maybe I’ll hatch a president someday." 

********** 


NATIONAL GRIPS BAY will be held the second Tuesday of next 
week. Since there may be a few on campus who do not belong to 
this flourishing fellowship of gripers, we’d like to suggest a 
few pet gripes so that everyone can get in on the fun. 

1. That food in the dining room 
2 a The way you never get any mail 

3. The 7/ay your roommate parts his hair 

4. The day you cut lab to play tennis and it pours rain 

5. The cowboy pictures on Saturday night 

6. Classes on the top floor of Students Hall 

7. The grades you get (As Kittleberger says, "When ’he’ 
doesn’t ream me, I ream myself") 

8. The v/ay social events on cairbus are held the night 
before tests 

9. The way no one does what you want done when you want 
it done. 

10. Blackout whistles at one o’clock in the morning. 

11. The way someone always has the shower when you dash in 
five minutes before dinner and want it. 

12. Life in general. 


********** 
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-SPORTING VIEWS 

VIA THE. STADIUM 



catcher . . 
pitcher . « 
first . . . 
second . . . 
third . . . 
short . . . 
left field . 
center . . . 
right field 
roving . . . 


Lee Cave 
Eugene Brumbau# 
Pete Cassalia 
George Bridenbaugh 
Theron Baldwin 
Floyd Eisenhart 
Dave Rummel 
Dick Wareham 
Bill Maclay 
Bill Hunt 
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"The students aljo played seyeral'g^m^s'v»i‘th teams composed of min¬ 
isters attending special sessions’ at t'he college, and so® of them really 
showed the boys a thing or two. You should have seen Dr. Calvert Ellis, 
Don-Snider, Dr. Kiracofe, and Ensign Danny Geiser play some spirited 
baseball. 

"My wife, the little observation stand across the field, would like 
to suggest a team composed of women students: 


catcher . , 
pitcher . , 
first . . , 
second . . 
third . . . 
left field 
center . . 
right field 
roving . . 


Val Gene Ricketts 
Miriam Yoder 
Ruth Ferguson 
Mrs. EgoIf 
Nellie Jane Behrer 
Lela Mae Blough 
Betty Boucher 
Frances Clemens 
Nellie Lynn 


"We certainly had a fine time? this summer. The fellows played hard 
and what is more important they played clean. Good-bye now, and do call 
on my wife and myself sometime soon." 


********** 


ODE TO MAC 


# man, 

Who walks at night, 

Deep in shadows. 

Out of sight, 

Peering here, questioning there, 
Rattling doors, 

Creaking the stair. 

0 man, 

With cap pulled low, 

If you catch me, 

Will you know 

Who I on? Report me thus? 

Call the deans, raise a fuss? 

If you do, how I will cuss! 


********** 
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TIE DOMESTIC VIEW 

"This summer has been so much nicer for me than usual. Before, 
the surmer always left me all alone and lonely, while the rest of the 

campus had excitement. This year X had twelve weeks of activity_two 

weeks more than the rest—and was it fun! Two groups of girls, each 
staying six weeks, lived within ny walls and took care of me. I couldn’t 
criticize, well, not much anyhow, and furthermore, tine passed so 
quickly. Every five or six days the girls changed duties and get me 
all confused. I never knew most of the tine who had the various jobs 
of cook, housekeeper, laundress, waitress, hostess, and nurse. With 
every changing of the "guard", we had a guest and one of the girls* 
famous "guest dinners". 


"Had the twelve weeks been merely an exhibition of the acquired 
skills in honenaking, I fear my summer would have bordered on being dull, 
but the fun that the girls had kept things humming. The tales I could 
tell, if only there were tine! Perhaps the things ny wells will hold 
longer than anything else, will be those dinner conversations. Views 
wore aired on everything from "the sillies" to ethical problems. 


"Gene and George—the men of the fhmily—kept my population from 
being completely effeminate and were a big help when ice cream had to 
be frozen, floors scrubbed, and food tasted; George’s chief function 
being arm chair (excuse me, I mean play pen) supervisor of all tasks. 

"Successful dinners and beautifully broiled steaks convinced me 
that the girls learned a lot, and I think they enjoyed being here. Did 
I enjoy it? Well, at least I can say I was "lived in"...but definitely!" 

********** 

ON THE DECLINE? 

"You know, I can’t understand it. It seems as though people 
around here this summer thought I had a bad case of measles, or some¬ 
thing. Anyhow, all my shades were pulled down and nobody cane around 
at all except for a few days when I was occupied by the Baptist Women’s 
House Party. You can imagine what a strain that was. Jfy former occu¬ 
pants seldom exceeded eleven or twelve in number; then I had to make 
room for twenty-four, twenty-four women who caused far more turmoil and 
excitement than any ten girls ever do in winter school. Although I 
pride myself on the fact that the Geiger House has never exactly been a 
misanthrope or social failure, it was simply impossible for me to make 
the necessary adjustments to the hilarity which the worthy ladies en¬ 
joyed. Hence you may behold me, still in a state of decline. So girls, 
please be kind to me next year. I beseech thee, force no more cruel 
disillusionment before these innocent (?) eyes." 


********** 
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C WAPLL CHATTER 

"The most unusual honor I had this summer was on 
August 5 when I received twelve members of the group 
studying international affairs at Camp Kanesatake. 

These representatives, chosen from the twenty-nine 
foreign students gathered at the camp under the spon¬ 
sorship of the Friends Service Committee, provided me 
with a more interested audience than I am accustomed 
to accommodating veiy frequently. From 8:15 until 
10:30 the students, faculty, and visitors sat on the 
edge of their seats, taking in as much as they could 
pearance and attitudes of this cross-section of people. From his stra¬ 
tegic position on my front wall, Dr. Martin Brumbaugh was able to see 
what went on behind the backs of these leaders of engrossing discussion, 
and although his view was critical and inquisitive throughout, tho next 
day during the regular chapel service I observed his face to be settled 
into its usual expression. 

"Yes, these representatives from China, Lithuania, Hungary, Czeco- 
slovakia, Poland, France, Germany, Austria, and America gave everyone 
something to think about. In some cases it made a rather lasting im¬ 
pression, too, for there were several discussions within tho enclosure 
of ray walls in the ensuing weeks that kept bringing back memories of 
things those people had said. Just as Dr. Zassenhaus told everyone at 
the end of the meeting, "It’s a good thing to be thinking about recon¬ 
struction and it’s even better yet to be doing something about it." 

"Tho same week that these people visited the college for one evening, 
a large group of Brethren ministers wore also present for a two weeks’ 
conference. They made a lot of use of my benches for th.„ir various 
meetings. 

"One ni$it in particular, July 29, an honored member of their group 
and a nationally known figure, Dr. Andrew W. Cordier, gave a lecture. 
Professor Cordier, sfeo is head of the Brethren Service Committee and a 
professor of history at North Manchester College, was first in the series 
of speakers for the Summer School Forum, He drev? a large crowd of min¬ 
isters, students, and faculty, and held their interested attention r.s 
he spoke on the subject of post-war reconstruction." 

********** 

College is just like the laundry—you 
get out of it just what you put in—only 
you don’t recognize it. 



—Pelican 


********** 
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Chapel Chatter (continued) 

GRADUATION 

Perhaps the very most important event that F11 witness this summer 
is the eighteenth suimier school comencerent, which is to be held within 
my walls on Saturday, August 21. The custonary opening hymn: "0 God 
Our Help in Ages Past”, will be sung by the group and a special solo, 
"Blow, Blow, Thou Winter Wind", by Sargant, given by Professor Charles 
R. Rowland. 

The graduation address will be given by Dr. Ralph W. Schlosser, whom 
the college has been most furtunate in having as professor of literature 
this summer. Winters he is kept busy at Elizabethtown College. 

The candidates for degrees will be presented by Professor Paul R. 
Yoder, Director of the Summer Session, and degrees will be conferred by 
Dr. Charles C. Ellis, retiring president of the college. The following 
people will receive their degrees at the close of the summer session: 

Baker, Dean 
Barr, Robert 
Chilcoat, Ruth 
Hoffman, Margaret 
Hoover, Robert R. 

Learner, Lois 
Leasa, Bertha 
McConahy, Esther 
Nelson, Esther 
Newill, Vaun 

Parsons, Archie 
Ribblet, Jack 
Scholl, Mrs. Phoebe 
Scott, Laura 
Shaffer, Betty 
Youngkin, Elmer 

********** 


"A little learning is a dang'rous thing; 
Drink deep, or taste not the Pierian spring: 
There shallow draughts intoxicate the brain. 
And drinking largely sobers us again," 

—Pope 

********** 


R. D. #1, Aitch, Pennsylvania 

462 Agatha St., Pitcairn, Pennsylvania 

Rockhill Furnace, Pennsylvania 

R. D. #7, Johnstown, Pennsylvania 

Roaring Spring, Pennsylvania 

931 58th Street, Altoona, Pennsylvania 

Belleville, Pennsylvania 

1602 Mooro 3t., Huntingdon, Penna, 

Shirleysburg, Penn sylvania 
807 South Mlllvale Avenue, Oakland 13, 
Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania 
Port Royal, Pennsylvania 
1801 Sixth Avenue, Juniata, Pennsylvania 
2112 Wyoming Avenue, Washington, D. C. 
Petersburg, Pennsylvania 
2804 Union Avenue, Altoona, Pennsylvania 
511 ?/ashington Street, Huntingdon, Penna. 
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TOMAHAWK 

Tommy comes back to summer school finding it just as easy, if not 
more so, to dig up the dirt. 

TOMMY SEES 

that cupid was quite active this 
summer. J.C. boasts five new en¬ 
gagements. Congratulations to 
Jean Dunkle—Lloyd Zook 
Betty Snider—Ray Clapperton 
Martha Swigart—Jim Rutledge 
Hillie Lee Wright—Bob Mattson GEORGIA PEACH? ? 

Betty Cochrane—Perce Blough Elaine Albert vacationed for a few 

days in Georgia. V/onder if the cli- 
* 35 - * mate gave her that healthy glow? 


JUEER. ISN'T IT 

Vaun Newill called by the Navy 
and told to stay at home. Oh well, 
his imagination can run wild. 

3 c 3*- -X* -/? ■}£■ -51- 3S* 


TOMMY MISSED BREAKFAST 
several times—thereforu, question 
of the summer—who stole Eugene J. 
Smith's bell rope? 

i'f * *x* -x- -x- # 

AIN'T IT FUNNY! 

Liberator gains twenty pounds 
working at Skip's this summer. 

Jim Fluke's hair seems to be 
growing in straight—faulty 
barber? 

Pete Cassalia seems to have 
enjoyed the second semester much 
more than the first. 

3c 31* 3c 3c 3c 3** 

TOMMY GOES CRITIC 

Dave Rummel displayed such 
naturalism (?) in the plays. 

The fight between Kelly and 
Albert seemed so natural. 

3* * 3(- 3c -X- 35- 35- 

TOMMY SUGGESTS 

that Pat Snyder write to Beatrice 
Fairfax. 

3 c 3<• 3»* 3c 3c 3c 3c 


3c 3c 31* 3c 3c 3c 35- 

TOMMY WONDERS 

Why the Home Management House 
girls have iodine dots on their 
hands? Funny gadgets these safety 
pins. 

Why Juniata doesn't offer Dr. 
Schlosser an athletic scholarship 
for his tennis prowess? 

;#io put the ice cubes in the 
swimming pool this week? 

Why we don't have summer school 
all winter? 

If local barbers will bring 
Lois Leaner to trial for taking 
away their business? 

31* 3c 3 '* 3c 3!* 3c -«• 

TOMMY NOMINATES 

Gene Brumbaugh as best "Home 
Manager" of Cloisters. 

Jeanne Hoffman as one of the 
best little actress on campus. 

For’ the title of the "happi¬ 
est couple at Juniata," Mr. and 
Mrs. Geiser. 

35- 3J- 3c 35- X 35- 3S- 

And off for a three weeks' 
vacation goes 


TOMMY 

*X* 3c -X* 3c 3c 3c -X* 
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WAITUL55 WCAK 

Who knows where to find a creature more ambitious 
than a fellow who gets up for breakfast? To have you 
fully realize the connotations of that statement, let’s 
have a definition of terms. A fellow*s getting up for 
breakfast means this: being wakened at the unearthly 
hour of 6:55 by the tower bell, dressing in panic for 
fear of being locked out of the dining room and then 
dashing the full three hundred paces from Cloisters to 
the breakfast scene. 


Do you know of a creature more ambitious than that? I do. There 
are several of them right here on this campus. You will find them on 
the breakfast scene too, only they have been up since 6:30 and have been 
forced into opening their eyes wide enough to get the maximum amount of 
food on the tables and a minimum in their stomachs before the buzz of the 
seven o’clock bell. Now that you have giessed who they are, I will tell 
you more about them. You see, this particular species has slightly hu man 
tendencies, and what is most peculiar of all, likes to he treated as 
1*222* hunan * Tkese creatures get great joy from such services to 
Juniata students as hot, hot coffee and cold,cold water, seconds on food, 
etc., if an appreciation is shown for these services. Pronounced unappre- 
ciation results in rebellion. From experimental data it has been noted 
that kind treatment and mild flattery have a marked favorable influence 
on quantity and quality of service rendered. 



Observation has shown that the species under consideration has a 
super-human supply of patience-regarding such tortures as 6;30 arising 
and five minute periods for eating lunches as a matter of course. De¬ 
spite such preceding events, each of these individuals begins a meal 
with a smile and "how many coffees, please?". The distribution of coffee 
being complete, a representative individual may be seen two minutes' 
later struggling through swinging doors with those extra two cups for 

and * burd ° n of catsup, mayonnaise, seconds on bread, seconds 
on milk, etc,, but still with a smile. 

The smile may greatly increase in size after a second trip to the 
serving room where the momentarily unoccupied members of the crowd are 
having a chance bit of fun. Because of the scrape and chug of raising 

ir at ? rS| the Clang of silverware being thrown into metal 
dishpans, and the clatter of hundreds of dishes, the spirits of these 
specimens are compelled to rise to rattier awing heights in order to over- 

BUt f is \ they do » for the dominating sound of that 

particular room is laughter. & 

® or J of tMa e onuses their sniles to fade is such questions 

as Just why can’t wo have thirds on nilk?", "Isn't the dessert ever 

up ?": ° r " wtere ' s tte next course?". They nay eve n go into 

kilrm f;\ tenOnt A b00CnC ™> re personalized. Those crenturfs are 

» patient, jolly and have been at your service fer a Ion# tine_ An 

you suppose would be the result if I Rested a"WaitressKK^A"? 

********** 
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BUT 15 IT LTU1CAL ??? 

or 

Aristotle's Golden Mean 

Ethics is the science of conduct and since all of us oust conduct 
ourselves in some manner all day, every day, the following test has been 
devised to discover just what would be your reactions to certain situa¬ 
tions. Its purpose is not just to measure the progress of Ethics students, 
but to test the reactions of others as well. 

1. A lady had a blue-green parrot. She fried pork chops for supper. 

The fleas tickled the dog. What would you do? 

(a) Ask her to come back next Tuesday? (b) pay the admission 
price? (c) Get Emily Post's advice? 

2. You're sitting all macked out in j'-our best bib and tucker, chewing 
off the two-dollar lipstick you wangled out of dad. Willie is already 
two hours late and the dandelions in your corsage are practically wilted. 
The door opens and in walks—Clark Gable. What would you do? 

(a) Scream, "But I want Willie!"? (b) Ask him to sit down? 

(c) Swoon? 

3. The old maid takes out her uppers , unscrews her left arm, hangs 
her hair on the hall tree and exclaims, "I have a million dollars. Will 
you marry me?" What would you do? 

(a) Marry her? (b) Go hone to your wife? (c) Give her 
telephone number to your worst enemy? 

4. The traffic cop blew his whistle. The lady in front of you won't 
remove her hat, the washing fell on the ground this morning and the taxes 
must be paid. What would you do? 

(a) Commit suicide? (b) Get yourself a padded cell? 

(c) Join your friends at Juniata? 

5. The man-in-the-moon is a good friend of yours. Hitler is your 
mother's first cousin. This is Sunday and you don't like tomatoes. 

What would you do? 

(a) Cook your own hash? (b) Wear your sunglasses? (c) Change 
your name? 

6. There are bombs bursting nearby, bullets whizzing overhead, a 
tank corps heading directly for you and the sergeant says, "Over the 
top!" Itfhat would you do? 

(a) Stick out your tongue and say, "Ynh-h-h"? (b) Draw up your 
will? (c) Say, "You first, sergeant"? 

7. Your wife gets a driver's license. You come home that night and 
find a police car in front of your house, a fender and two headlights 
missing from your car, your neighbor's front porch sitting on top of yours, 
also your neighbor. What would you do? 

(a) Got a new wife? (b) Dash in shouting, "I told you so!"? 

(c) Go home to mother? {&) Pay off the neighbor, send the 
officer hone and say, "That's all right, dear; it wasn't 
your fault"? 


********** 
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Whejt! Rebellion.? 

There is no foe on earth unyielding 
So much so as a harassed building, 

When out of deep-set windows glaring 
It suddenly turns overbearing. 

"Abuses, abuses, abuses! It's bad enough to be trodden upon and 
slanmed-to and narred and nuddied and unappreciated like all ny fellows, 
but to have to live under the constant fear and threat of being blown to 
smithereens—why that’s too much for any, even a brick-constitutioned, 
building to bear. 

"Oh, there’s Gyn, an old softy, since he’s only a misspelt human 
after all, who doesn’t think we should go so far as to up and rebel, but 
as for me, may I burn by fire or be eroded by the elements before I 
permit another human (why do they call themselves hunans when they’re 
so inhuman?) to darken my doors again! 

Sometimes I feel like throwing a brick at one of them, but that 
would be just as silly as some of the things humans do—cutting off 
their noses to spite their faces. 

Oh, I have lots of support in this. Old Man Founders has had some 
snowball-throwers getting in his eaves every winter by giving him bleak 
eyes several times a season. And then all those revolting, warn people 
that were so sticky that finally his chapel seats cried for protection 
and had to be covered. And tbs tower-bell-ringer tearing up and down 
0. M. F.’s spine several times a day lilte a gust of wind, being late for 
his duty. Was ever a dignified old edifice so disgusted! 

Oiler, my baby sister, has already learned the evil ways of men. 

She holds as evidence of her ill-treatment the fact that at her early 
age she can’t even move a muscle without creaking. And the awful bloody 
brawls that she had to put up with Friday the 13th of this month. Out 
of the mouth of a babe, these charges, but heed them, you humans! 

"Students” complains that sleepy-eyed wanderers crash against his 
sides as they stagger out of early morning classes with one eye on r bock 
and the other closed, till he is too sore and black-and-blue to enjoy 
life anymore. 

S' 

And Cloisters—they keep putting him under the shower all the tine, 
and him not too keen on baths, either! He*s suffering from water on the 
knee, if not on the brain, by now. 

, . there ’ s Library—she’s so overworked! To hold heavy bookloads 

in her arms groaningly day in and day out and to be just infested by 
worms with appetites for volumes and volumes—she’ll not last long. 
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I suppose I'm the worst -off. I -can't even carry life insurance be¬ 
cause I’m too big a risk. I wonder that I’m any longer in existence. 

As it is, I’m not in too good shape. My insides are full of fumes and 
foul stenches and broken glass and burning acids half the time. Don’t 
let ray healthy exterior fool you with its rosy blush—I’m a pretty sick 
building. * 

I could go on and on forever with my grievances, but they’re almost 
too obvious to need expounding. The thing is, what is the B.B.B.B. 
{Brotherhood of Beleaguered Bitter Buildings) going to do about i.t? Why, 
rebel, of course! But not by dropping ceilings or crashing walls—that 
would be too injurious to ourselves. No, ours will be a subtler way, 
the way of passive resistance. A door-pinchdd finger here, a widened 
crevice there to let in a draft on the nape of sortie sensitive human neck, 
a leak to admit a maddening small drip, drip, drip—these will be our 
methods. 

Beware, be careful, befriend us or be doomed, you humans’. B.B.B.B, 
has spoken! . 


********** 


We rather think our faculty has been ".extra special" this stfjraner 
and an,issue without some mention of tbs.mwould be incomplete. We have 
enjoyed their help and companionship in both studies and social activi¬ 
ties and take this space to express our appreciation. , 

THE SUMER FACULTY * ' 

Elizabeth Graybill Geiser 
Gertrude L. Butler , , , 

Olive Jacobs 
Lillian D. Harbaugh’ 

Ann Esther Hill 
Paul R. Yoder 
Herbert K. Zassenhaus 
Ralph W. Schlosser 

»*. Donald M. Rockwell . . 

Fayette A. McKenzie , 

Edgar * S. t Kira cofe 
Pressley’L. Crummy « ■.. 

Harry H.’Nye *. . 

J* Clyde Stayer 


********** 
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WHIZ QUIZ 

If you were of the opinion that this was going to be a publication 
wholly without intellectual content you were wrong. One of the staff 
members upon reading the dummy claimed that it was more a "Luniatian" 
than a "Juniatian", so just to prove that it's not, we've provided a 
quiz with some real "meat" in it. Put on your thinking caps and see 
what you know about “Lit." 

1. Who wrote 

“But Christ's love and his apostles twelve 
He taught, first he followed it him~selve." 

2. Who wrote a pastoral elegy about a poet who died at the age 
of twenty-six? 

3. Who wrote 

"Stone walls do not a prison make 
Nor iron bars a cage 
Minds innocent and quiet take 
That for an hermitage" 

4. In what play of Shakespeare’s are the words: 

"Blow, blow thou bitter wind 
Thou art not so unkind 
As man’s ingratitude." 

5. Name the poets laureate of England since Tennyson’s death in 1892. 

6. Who wrote a prose masterpiece in an English prison? 

7. Who wrote the song "Drink to Me Only with Thine Eyes"? 

8. Name two famous English poets who figured in elopements. 

9. Name two American poets who are remembered for their tramping 
tours. 

10. Name two English writers whose sisters are also famed for their 
writing. 

11. Name three great English elegies, Whose lives are memorili 2 ed 
in each? 

12. What poets were virtually banished from England because of 
domestic unhappiness? 

13. What poem centers about the cutting off of a woman’s curl? 

14. Vlho wrote 

"Vice is a monster of so frightful mien 
As to be hated, needs but to be-secnj 
Yet, seen too oft, familiar with her face 
We first endure, then pity, then embrace," 

15. Associate an American poet with these characters: 

a, Gabrial d. William Booth 

b, Barbara Frietchie e. Miniver Cheevy 

c, Lucinda Mattock f. Launfal 


if it it it it it it ** it it 
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16, Who wrote 

, "Hog butcher of the world 

Tool maker, stacker of wheat, 

Player with Railroads and the Nation T s Freight Handler 
Stormy, husky, brawling 
City of the Big Shoulders" 

17, Who wrote a poem about 

a a Dandelion 
b Daffodils 
c a Daisy 
d a Gentian 
e a Rose 

18, Who im>te a poem about 

a a Mouse 
b Skylark 
c Nightingale 
d Waterfowl 
e Chanticleer 

19, Name the epics of the following people 

a Greeks 
b Romans 
c English 
d French 
e Spanish 

20, a How many Muses were there? 
b How many Fates? 

c How many Graces? 

I answers on page 25 


********** 


These were voted tops 
language; 

1 . 

2 . 

3. 

4. 

5. 

6 . 

And the saddest were: 

1. 

2 . 

3. 

4. 

5. 

6 . 


as the three sweetest words in the English 

I love you. 

Dinner is served. 

All is forgiven. 

Sleep till noon. 

Keep the change 
Here’s that five. 

Extornal use only. 

Buy me one 
Out of gas. 

Dues not paid. 

Funds not sufficient. 

Rest in peace. 

—Pittsburgh Panther 


********** 
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There were times ^en it seemed doubtful that there would be a 
Juniatian this sumer, and after the certainty of the publication was de- 
termined, again it was doubtful that it would be ready for distribution 
before the fall tern opened. However, through the determined and persist- 
ent efforts of a few cheerful and willing people, we managed to get in 
under the line and present you with the publication not a minute too 
soon. That it is not a piece of literary writing we fully realize. Bu 
if it gives you pleasure in the reading and brings back pleasant me mo ns 
of the 1943 Summer Session, our purpose has been fulfilled. ^ u ^^. est 
thanks goes to all who had a part in the preparation of this Summer JUniatian. 

STAFF 


Editor: Sara Jane James 

Business: Jan Dunkle, Jane Blodget 

Illustrations and copy: Frances Clemens, Eleanor Kennedy 

Literary: Janet Holcomb, Val Gene Ricketts, Ann Emigh, Claire 
Kelly, Theron Baldwin, Lee Cave, Dave Rummel, 

Eugene Brumbaugh 

Mechanics: Miss Gates, Mary Ionise Koch, Dan Long 
********** 

Another group deserving commendation for their ceaseless wrk and 
efforts is the social committee. To them goes our appreciation for the 
enjoyable sunner activities which have been recorded on these pages. Few 
realize the planning and the toil behind jus* one social activity, let 
alone many. Truly, their job was well done. The standing social commit¬ 
tee included: Mir iam Yoder, chairman; Gretchen Smith, Laura Scott, Louiso 
Stayer, Dave Rummel, and Dan Long, and many others helped on the various 
committees, 

********** 

Answers to the "Lit” Quiz 

1. Geoffrey Chaucer 

2. Shelly on Keats 

3. Richard Lovelace 

4. "As You Like It" 12. 

5 # Alfred Austin 13. 

Robert Bridges 14. 

John Masefield 15. 

6 , John Bunyan 

7, Ben Jonson 

8 . Browning, Shelley 16. 

9. Lindsay k Whitman 17. 

LQ* Dante Rpssetti 

Charles Lamb 
11* Adonais—Keats 


Lycidas—Ed. King 

18. a 

Burns 

In Memoriam—Arthur 

b 

Wordsworth 

Ha11am 


k Shelley 

Byron & Shelley 

c 

Sidney & 

The Rape of the Lock 


Keats 

Alexander Pope 

d 

Bryant 

a Longfellow, b Whittier, 

e 

Chaucer 

c Masters, d Lindsay, 

19. a 

Iliad 

e Robinson, f Lowell 

b 

Aeneid 

Carl Sandburg 

c 

Beowulf 

a Emerson, b Herick & 

d 

Song of 

Wordsworth, c Burns, 


Roland 

d Bryant, e Waller 

e 

The Cid 


20. a 9 , b 3, 5 3 


********** 
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